THE   BURNING   SECRET

not deigning to give him so much as a glance. She
tapped her son lightly on the shoulder, saying with
affectionate decision.

"Viens, Edgar.  Aulit!"

A trine crestfallen, Otto stared after her. He had fully
expected to make acquaintance that very night. The
postponement was a disappointment. And yet, it must
be agreed, the situation was not lacking in charm. A
zest had been added to the adventure. The incident
goaded him to enhanced desire. He had to admit that a
partner had come his way, and he could now play his
hand.

FRIENDSHIP

When the baron stepped into the hall next morning,
he saw the boy engaged in conversation with the two lift
attendants who were showing him the pictures in one of
Karl May's juvenile books. Since his mother was not
present, it might be inferred that she was still engrossed in
the cares of her person. For the first time, Sternfeldt
took conscious notice of the child, who appeared to be
about twelve years old, under-developed, shy, nervous,
jerky in his movements, and possessed of a pair of dark,
roving eyes. Like so many youngsters of his age, he gave
the impression of being scared, as if he had suddenly
been roused from sleep and placed in unfamiliar sur-
roundings. He was by no means plain, but his face was
still undifferentiated; the struggle between the man that
was to be and the child that had been was hardly begun;
his features were moulded but not finally set; there was
no clear line, no striking silhouette, only a pale and
somewhat uncouth mass. In addition, being at the
awkward age, his clothes did not seem to belong to him;
his thin arms and frail legs wercrlost in the folds of jacket
and trousers; he lacked interest in his appearance.
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